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Will you be a welcome visitor 
in your children’s home? 


A CANADIAN GOVERNMENT ANNUITY , DEPARTMENT 


CAN MAKE THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN DEPENDENCE AND INDEPENDENCE 


MAIL COUPON TODAY— POSTAGE FREE. 


The Director, Canadian Government Annuities, 


Mail Today to: Department of Labour, Ottawa (Postage Free). 


Please send me information showing how a Canadian Government Annuity 
can bring me retirement income at low cost. 


My nome is 
(Mr. Mrs. Miss) 


I live at 
Decte of Birth 


Age when Annuvity to start Telephone 
I understand that information given will be held confidential. 
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Cover Picture: The happy little lad on the 
cover is CARSON DINGWELL, 
and Mrs. M. E. Dingwell, of Gander, New- 
known at home and abroad; foundland. The photo was taken just after 
he had been visited by Santa Claus a year 
ago when he was 19 months old. 
his presents last year was a hammer and saw 
outfit which he put to good use. 


son of Mr. 


Among 


This Christ- 
. mas, now that he is nearly three years old, 

To foster good relations between no doubt Santa will equip him 

Newfoundland and her neighbors. 
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OUR AIM 


To give you the 


Lowest Possible 
Prices consistent 
with 
Highest Quality 


Dealer in 


WHOLESALE AND RETAIL 


91 PENNYWELL ROAD — ST. JOHN’S DIAL 4278, 4867A & 5752 


Newfoundland Markets 


West End Branch East End Branch 
1534 Dupont St. 819 Pape Ave. 
TORONTO, ONT. TORONTO, ONT. 
Phone MU—3331 Phone GL—3331 


FOR A NEWFOUNDLAND MEAL AWAY FROM HOME 


Cod ‘Tongues ALI Fresh Frozen Caplin 
3 Smoked Caplin 
Pickled Beef 
Pickled ‘Turbot BISCUITS 
Barrelled Molasses 
Pickled Salmon FRESH COD Steed read 
z Salt Caplin FRESH SALMON Sweet Bread 


ORDERS SHIPPED ANYWHERE IN 
CANADA AND THE UNITED STATES 
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THE EDITOR‘’S PAGE 


Let's Keep Them Homesick ! 


T must be obvious to even the most casual reader of our “‘Letters to 
the Editor’’ column in recent issues that we hear more from our sub- 
scribers abroad than from those at home, this despite the fact that our cir- 
culation in Newfoundland is much higher than the total off-the-island 
mail list. 

Newfoundlanders at home, it seems, are not great letter writers, at 
least when it comes to writing for publication, and the scanty letters-to- 
the-editor columns in our local newspapers bear this out. (Most news- 
papers elsewhere have to limit their contributors in the letter department to 
a minimum number of words, and the space allotted to these expressions 
of opinion, daily or weekly, as the case may be, is always tightly filled). 

When Newfoundlanders move away to other lands, however, they 
appear to find ready use for pen and pad, inspired no doubt by the urge 
to tell the folks back home about their new life and surroundings. Then 
when they get a copy of Atlantic Guardian, or some other local magazine 
or newspaper, the stories and the news and the pictures make them home- 
sick, and they have to sit down and put it all on paper. 

Now the whole point of this editorial on letters-to-the-editor is not 
to boast about the fact that we get scores of such letters every month 
(proud as we are of it), but to emphasize the importance of keeping those 
Newfoundlanders abroad homesick. Feed them with magazines, news- 
papers, clippings, pictures, letters—-from home; give them by mail a steady 
diet of nostalgia, so that more of them will be stirred to say, as James 
King of Windsor, Ont., says in this issue: “I am going back again.” 

The time will not be long. we hope, when it will be possible to 
travel by motor car from any point in the U.S.A. or mainland Canada 
to almost any point in Newfoundland. What we have to remember now, 
agains that blessed day, is that thousands upon thousands of Newfound- 
landers now residing ‘‘up-along’’ could be induced then to drive home 
and bring the whole family. They alone would create a roaring tourist 
trade. 

It's something in which we can all have a part, since there is scarcely 
a family in Newfoundland that hasn't a relative abroad. Let's cail it 
Operation Homecoming and do our best in every way we can to make 
every Newfoundlander that ever left the old sod so downright homesick 
that when the proper time comes they won't be able to head their cars in 
any other direction, once it’s possible to keep on driving until the front 
wheels crunch the gravel of their boyhood backyards. 


ALL THE BEST 
AT CHRISTMAS AND IN THE NEW YEAR 
TO ALL OUR READERS AT HOME AND ABROAD 
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Blindness 
To Him No 
Handicap 


By THOS. HUSSEY 


Gave ROBERT HUSSEY 
was recently awarded a gold 


medal by the Canadian Council of 
the Blind, at Toronto and made a 
life member of the organization. 

The award is given to the person 
who has done the most for the 
benefit and assistance of other blind 
persons in Canada. 


Mr. 


River, 


Hussey was born at South 
Salmon Cove, Conception 
Bay. Newfoundland, on October 
29, 1874, son of Mr. and Mrs. 
William Hussey, whose father, 
Thomas, came to Newfoundland 
from Dorsetshire, Eng., in 1790. 
and settled at Port de Grave. 


Mr. Hussey lead as normal a life 
as any boy, until he was nine, when 
he contracted a severe case of scar- 
let fever, which affected his sight 
and eventually led to total blind- 
ness. 


One day, when returning from 
an errand to a relative who lived 
close -by, his father noticed that 
Sam was acting strangely and called. 


“What's the matter, Sam?” 


“T don't know, I can't see!” 
was the startling reply from his 
nine-year-old son. 


After a period of medical treat- 
ment and consultation with medical 
and governmet officials it was de- 
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Samuel Robert Hussey, formerly 
of South River, C.B., has worked 
a lifetime in the interests of 
people like himself—the Blind. 


cided to send Sam to Halifax, and 
he became the first student pupil 
from Newfoundland to enter the 
Nova Scotia School for the Blind, 
in 1886, at the age of 12. 


A Dr. McKenzie of Truro, N.S., 
who was practising in St. John's 
at the time, and a very good friend 
of the family, had much to do with 
h's going to Halifax. 


Leaving St. John’s for Halifax 
aboard the oid S.S. Portia, was a 
heart-breaking experience for both 
father and son. Going so far away 
in those days was in Mr. Hussey’s 
words ‘“‘like going to another 
world.” 


As the ship was about to sail, his 
father’s last words were, “‘Say the 
word Sam, and I'|| take you back 
home.” It was then he made his 
decision, which he has never re- 
gretted. He replied timidly but 
firmly, “‘No! I'l go, sir.” 
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Seven years later, in 1893, at the 
age of 19, he was teaching. Some 
subjects Mr. Hussey has taught are 
Literature, Mathematics, History 
and Geography. 


Mr. Hussey recalls that when he 
first came to Halifax, the School 
consisted of one building, with two 
classrooms, which contained among 
other requirements, a piano and an 
organ. 


A keen sense of humor, and an 
understanding of human nature has 
taken Mr. Hussey through many a 
trying situation. 


On one occasion while visiting 
at the home of another pupil at 
Valley, near Truro, they went 
adrift on a raft in the Salmon 
River. Not knowing too much 
about the river but believing that 
some falls existed somewhere near, 


they were quite alarmed until Mr. 
Hussey got off the raft, up to his 
chin in water, and managed to get 
them to safety. 


On another occasion while prac- 
tising some gymnastics on a lad 
der, he, with several other boys at 
the school were swinging from rung 
to rung until he came to a place 
where the rung was broken, 
him a nasty fall to the floor. 

Landed on His Head 

Several years ago when the east 

wing of the school was under con- 


caus- 


Dial 5171 (2 lines) P. O. Box 2152 
SNOW’S IRON AND 
ELECTRICAL WORKS, LTD. 
JAS. R. TUCKER, President 
ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES 
Home of Electrical Fixtures 
27 Springdale St., St. John’s, Nfld. 


struction he was showing some re- 
porters around and stepped through 
an open door thinking there was a 
scaffolding there and fell eight feet 
to the ground. Another time he 
fell downstairs, some 19 feet to 
land on his head. 


During the early years of his 
schooling, walking clubs were or- 
ganized at the school and every- 
body who walked five miles re- 
ceived a prize of 25 cents. The 
prize meant so much there were 
very few failures. 


Mr. Hussey is reponsible for de- 
veloping what is known as the one 
line system of multiplication, the 
Braille slate, and the use of the 
Braille typewriter for mathematics, 
which is now in use in the school 
at Halifax and some schools in 
Europe. 


In 1919 at the request of the 
C.N.I.B. he went to Winnipeg 
where he taught for two years. He 
went to Montreal from there, as 
Superintendent for the Montreal 
Association for English, where he 
remained for two years, but in 
1923 he returned “‘home’’ again to 
Halifax and resumed his former 
position as Head of the Literary 
Department. 


When the Maritime Assoctation 
for the Blind was organized in 
1908, he became a Charter Mem- 
ber and continued to give freely of 
his time and talent to this body 
until it affiliated with the C.N.1.B. 
in 1927. He is an active member 
of the C.N.I.B. 


Once he has visited a city and gets 
to know it, he never has any more 
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trouble to find his way around. 
He gets around easily in Halifax, 
St. John’s, and Winnipeg, but finds 
Montreal more difficult. Toronto 
he does not know very well. 

He recalls leaving Salmon Cove, 
where he was born, when he was 
seven years old, and returning when 
he was 21 and had no difficulty 
finding all the places that were 
familiar to him in his childhood. 


Mr. Hussey married Victoria 
Catherine (Tory) Fraser, of Glen- 
garry. Nova Scotia, who passed 
away several years ago. He has one 
son John, who served overseas in 


World War II as a Captain in the 
Royal Canadian Engineers. He is 
engaged as a wholesaler in Halifax. 


Since losing his sight, Mr. Hus- 
sey has suffered no serious illness. 


Pupils Make Good 


In 1943 he celebrated his golden 
anniversary as a_ teacher. His 
pupils at that time, and many for- 
mer pupils, honored him with sev- 
eral appropriate gifts. 


He retired from active teaching 
in 1949 at which time he was pre- 
sented with a silver tray, suitably 
engraved, by the Board of Man- 
agement. At the same time he re- 
ceived from the C.N.1.B. an illum- 
inated address and a_ substantial 
check. 


Since retiring from active teach- 
ing four years ago he has given 
freely of his time at the School for 
the Blind, wherever his assistance 
is most needed. 


Mr. Hussey says what others 
consider a handicap was not a han- 
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dicap to him, because it gave him 
a chance for an education which he 
otherwise would not have had. 


Many former rupils have gone 
on to take their place and make 
their mark in the world. One such 
is Dr. Charles McInnis of Calgary, 
who graduated from the School for 
the Blind and went on to Dalhousie 
and then to Oxford. He is now 
Dean of Bristol University, Bristol, 
Eng., and chairman of the teaching 
fraternity of England. Another is 
Rev. Grover Livingston of Graven- 
hurst, Ontario. 


Truly a case of the blind helping 
the blind. 
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Wrapped were your headlands in a 
morn 

Rose and azure and forlorn. 

You stood far off in cove and bay 

Behind iced cliffs and flving spray. 


Yet, mystic was your heaven-like view 

In morning's deep redeeming blue, 

As though the Virgin's veil brushed 
your sea 


fo turn it quick to emeraldry. 


Or to a font of grey and blue spun 
mist 

In colors of gladness that Angels twist, 

loa rainbow hung on a mountainside 

With encircling crests where glaciers 
glide. 


Rolling sapphire spilled in the morn, 

Rubies rolled across the dawn, 

Like red wine poured on your Western 
shore 

Where the sky-kissed sea rolls ever 
more. 


So close you were—and yet we knew 

We could never penetrate your blue 

And rose, or feel your breath upon 
our cheek 

To know at last what all men seek. 


For you were but a shore swept by 

Beneath the dome of the winter sky, 

4 glimpse of God in a heavenly land 

And vou were gone, Oh Newfound- 
land! 


In God's high gauntlet tilted up, 

Your colors poured from His golden 
cup. 

And it seemed He bent and_ kissed 
your sea 


And hushed the high waves minstralsy. 


And it seemed He kissed vou on the 
brow 

Or knelt upon your shore somehow, 

For nature held His silent: prayer, 

In shore, in mountain, evervwhere. 


And it seemed God kissed you on the 
brow 

And knelt upon your beach somehow 

And painted Purity against your hill 

And slowed vour beach to slumber 
still, 


There was your beacon above the 
strand 

(The last faint glimpse of Newfound- 
land) 

A timber Cross hung on a height 

Above the magnitude of night. 


GEORGE GREENE BINNEY. 


(The above poem was written by a young man while passing Newfound- 
land, aboard a troopship, headed for service in Europe. His grandparents were 
born in Newfoundland and though he had never been on the Island, George 
Binney's poem reflects an innate love for the birthplace of his forbears.) 
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FOR THE BEST 
IN 


NEWFOUNDLAND 


Features 


and 
GRAND BANK 


Pict 
FISHERIES LTD. 


Read 
ATLANTIC GUARDIAN VESSEL OWNERS, 


Every Month PRODUCERS AND 


CODFISH, CODOIL, 
HERRING, SALMON 


GRAND BANK 
NEWFOUNDLAND 


Cable Address— 


T. & M. WINTER, LTD. “GRANDFISH” 
Wholesale Provisions, St. John’s 
NEWFOUNDLAND AGENTS : 


Standard Brands, Limited, — 
Maple Leaf Milling Co., Ltd., . 
Guardian Assurance Co., Ltd. Subscribe to 


ESTABISHED IN 1878 ATLANTIC GUARDIAN 


MEMBER 
Ltd. 


212 Duckworth St. St. John’s Dial 7421 
“MONEY TALKS” BUT NOT WITH US 


Your Credit is Good Here 


We specialize in made-to-measure “Gardner” MEN’S CLOTHES. 
Clothing for the entire family. Also, Jewellery, Toys, Footwear, 
Electrical Appliances. Terms to suit your pocket. 
WALK IN PLEASE ———— WALK OUT PLEASED 
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X-Rays 
TO AMBITIOUS 
¥ YOUNG By the 


NEWFOUNDLANDERS 

Thousands 

2 A BUSINESS COURSE 
to a person no matter what pro- 
fession or occupation they may owned and operated by the 
decide to make their life work. Newfoundland ‘Tuberculosis 
Our standard of Training has been Association, has made one 
maintained during the war years complete tour of the New- 

4 and is continuing on that high level ; 

4 with improve foundland coastline, conduct- 


mente and ad- ing mass X-ray surveys in 
ditions where 


and when pos every settlement en route. She 
aie is now well into her second 


free on In the survey conducted in 
request the Notre Dame Bay area dur- 
ing this past summer, (when 
4 WA. STEH, CA. the pictures on following 
pages were taken), 10,776 
persons were X-rayed, and 
6,311 were vaccinated with 
¥ BCG. 


Hearttest 


Principal 


During the past two sum- 
e mers the Christmas Seal has 
hrrstmas been co-operating with the 
Department of Health in 

| bringing vaccination 


° services to young Newfound- 
landers up to the age of 21 
years, who live along the 


South and North East Coasts 
and best wishes of Newfoundland. 


Christmas Seal has a crew 
of five and medical staff con- 
sisting of a doctor to read the 
X-ray plates, two nurses of 
the BCG team, and two X- 
ray technicians. 


for a happy and prosperous 


This great work is made 
possible largely by the pur- 
ot chase of Christmas Seals, on 
LIMITED sale all over Newfoundland 
this month. 
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NORTH WITH THE 


1 On board for X-Rays. eet 


2 Another port of call. 


3 Schooners at Sydney Cove. 


4 keberg off the coast. 
5 Docking at Twillingate. 
6 Entering Change Islands Tickle. 


Cape Bonavista—Landfall of Cabot. 
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FISHERMEN’S UNION TRADING COMPANY, LIMITED 
Head Office and Distributing Depot at Port Union, Newfoundland 
Incorporated im 1911, Branches along the 


North-East coast from Port Rexton to LaScie 


@ Importers of Dry @ Exporters of Salted 
Goods, Hardware Hard Dried and Labrador 
Provisions, Fishery Cure Codfish, Pickled Sal- 
| Salt, Coal, etc. mon and Herring. Berries. 


Service 


LORANS MOTORS 
FATHOMETERS GENERATORS 
DIRECTION FINDERS ARMATURE WINDING 
RADIO TELEPHONES 


MARINE WIRING 
AND ALL TYPES OF 
ELECTRONIC EQUIPMENT DOMESTIC WIRING 


WE ALSO SUPPLY AND _ INSTALL 


GAS OR DIESEL ENGINES DRIVING ELECTRIC 
GENERATORS 


To supply power and light to buildings in suburban 
communities without the benefit of regular power 
line facilities. 


Electrical Service 


FRANK A. LILLY, Manager 
68 WATER ST. EAST PHONE 7063 
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THE COLONIAL CORDAGE CO., LIMITED 
St. John’s, Newfoundland 
| 
Established 1882 
Cordage, White and Cotton Seine, Twine, 
Tarred Banking Cables, Herring Nets and Netting, | 
Hemp and Commercial Wrapping Twines, | 
Bolt Rope, White and Oakum, Cutch. 


Tarred Cotton Lines, Wholesale only. 


Yes. sir! A career that offers 
adventure, training and security 
to every young man of 
seventeen or over. 

Why not investigate today? 


APPLY 
CANADIAN ARMY (ACTIVE) RECRUITING OFFICER 
BUCKMASTER’S FIELD : : ST. JOHN’S, NFLD. 
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NEWFOUNDLAND 
ADVENTURER 


Doug Fraser operated a Single-engined “Curtis Robin” from Quidi Vid! Lake, St. 
John’s, over 20 years ago. 
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SALUTES 


CAPTAIN DOUG FRASER 


PIONEER BUSH PILOT 
OF NEWFOUNDLAND the 


In the early 1930's, long before the first sods for Gander or Torbay Airports had 
been turned, mercy flights, aerial surveys, seal spotting, and airmail flying were all 
in the day’s work for Capt. Douglas Fraser, who was born in St. John’s in 1904, and 
learned to fly in Montreal in 1927. 


Doug Fraser was Newfoundland’s best-known “bush” pilot of the pioneer days 
of aviation, and his story adds a bright page to the local history of flying. Capt. 
Fraser retired to a desk job in 1942. 


CONTINUED ON NEXT PAGE 
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Fraser got a job in Curtiss Reid air 
craft plant, was taught to fly by Bob 
| Stirling and Gathen Edwards 


He became a licensed 
pilot for Curtiss Reid 
in 1927. 


Doug Fraser flew the first foreign air mail to Newfoundland, in this Gypsy Moth 
aircraft owned by Art Sullivan—on November 19th. 1930. 
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He established the Old Colony Air- 
ways, Newfoundland’s first local flying 
service. 


In 1931, Art Sullivan, flying a doctor 
to St. Anthony, died along with his pas- 
senger when their plane crashed. Doug 
Fraser searched the northern area for 
three weeks, found only wreckage. From 
then on he devoted himself wholly to 
flying in Newfoundland — on charter 
flights and in all sorts of emergencies. 


Capt. Fraser had some narrow escapes 
In December, 1931, his plane broke 
through the ice on a lake near Grand 
Falls and sank to the bottom. Fraser and 
mechanic Bert Clayton barely managed 
to scramble out in time. 


Two years later, on Regatta Day, a sud- 
den down-draft threw his plane out of 
control over Quidi Vidi Lake and he 
crash-landed on the water. Fraser and 
companion “Buttsy” Moore sat on the 
wreckage and watched the races until 
rescued 


The above photo shows the wreckage 
being salvaged 
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On another occasion his engine conked 
out, forcing him to make a landing in a 
clearing. A small cabin got in the way, 
unseen in tne misty weather. Both plane 
and cabin were demolished, but Fraser 
and passengers escaped with cuts and 
bruises 


Survey work meant much low flying, 
often in dangerous weather. Luck was 
with Fraser all the way 


In 1933, Capt. Fraser joined Imperial 
Airways as a survey pilot. He made the 
aerial surveys for Botwood (one-time 
base of the Clipper flying boats), Gander 
and Torbay airports and shared in the 
job of plotting the points of triangulation 
which tied Newfoundland in geograph 
ically with the mainland 


AN) 


When Doug Fraser flies these days, on business as Managing Director of Sun 
shine Dairies Ltd., it’s as a passenger in a sleek twin- or four-engined aircraft that flips 
sefely and surely from airport to airport 


At such times he remembers the old days of flying when he was often obliged 
to make some remote cheering or pond his airport-for-the-nigh! 
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OLD TAMES... 
at PORT REXTON 


ORT REXTON was not al- 

ways Port Rexton. It was 
formerly Robin Hood and Ship 
Cove. When renamed it was com- 
bined and called Port Rexton. The 
Rex was named after the first in- 
habitant to settle here, an English- 
man named Rex. who raised a large 
family; his descendants are still liv- 
ing here. 


Ship Cove was so called because 
schooners anchored there—twenty- 
five and thirty Labrador schooners, 
in the winter. Now there is not 
one schooner left and very littie 
shore fishing. Most all the men go 
to the Great Lakes now instead of 
Labrador. 


My grandfather, John Piercey 


was an old Englishman from 
Devon, England. I often sat on his 
chair arm and listened to tales of 
his boyhood in the lanes of Devon- 
shire. He came to Port Rexton 
(Robin Hood) when a very young 
man, marked out a few acres of 
land and set to work with his axe 
to clear it. (No tractor then). He 
also had his little fishing boat and 
he built his little stage to tie her 
on to. He built a little log home 
with the help of his next-door 
neighbor, Thomas Northover. An- 
other Englishman who came over 
and settled and married a Martha 
Bannister, daughter of another 
Englishman, Tommy Northover, as 
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he was called, was a very handy 
man. He made wheel barrows and 
spinning wheels and he even made 
a musical harp. (It is still around 
now and the proper place for it is 
in the Museum.) My grandfather 
cleared his land enough to keep a 
cow. Then he decided he needed 
a partner to cook for him. His 
fancy took him to the north side, 
now called Trinity East, where he 
picked out one of the Hogarth 
girls. (That was my grandmother). 
She had six sisters, who married 
men from Robin Hood and Ship 
Cove and Trinity East and most 
all had large families. 


Across the brook (Winter Brook) 
from my grandfather's land, lived 
another old Englishman, Henry 
Wate, a very strict religious man, 
who would not allow any of his 
family to do only what work was 
essential on the Sabbath. 


My grandfather lived to be 97 
years old and he only had to stay 
in bed one month before he died. 
His memory, his hearing, and sight 
were almost perfect and his teeth 
were hardly decayed. 


Where my home is now, my 
grandfather said he cut the frame 
of his house and sawed logs from 
giant pine. He helped to build the 
first church here and welcomed the 
first clergyman, Rev. Benjamin 
Smith, also an Englishman. He 
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often told about the Tavern kept 
by an old Irishman named John 
Hanlon, where they would go every 
Saturday for a glass of rum and a 
square dance, about the young Irish 
girl, Jennie Ravel, who came out 
from Ireland to live with her aunt. 


It's not many years ago since the 
old house fell in decay. It stood in 
a large garden with willows around 
it. Old stories are told about gold 
being buried around there. 


My grandfather and grandmother 
(I can’t remember her) raised a 
large family, three sons and five 
daughters. My dad was the young 
est and he lived to be 89. They 
were a long lived family from my 
grandfather down. They did not 


live on canned food then. I often 
heard him say, “‘Roll in a barrel of 
pork and beef, five barrels flour, 
molasses and sugar and don't forget 
the jar of rum’’—not screech then. 
Hard work and plenty of good 
nourishing food, plenty of codfish, 
herring and salted salmon, hard 
bread was their lot, and they did 
not fear the cold and frost, going 
in over the frozen ponds on their 
dog teams. No stoves then only 
dog irons in open fire places—that 
was how it was in my grandfather's 
day, and as he said, that’s what he 
had in Englind. Dog irons and 
pot hooks. He would be surprised 
if he could see things as they are 
now at Port Rexton. 


—MRS. ETHEL BROWN. 
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This Bike 
Does Not Go 
Storage 


by SAMUEL J. RYAN 


INTER in a typical New- 

foundland outport brings to 
a standstill all wheeled transporta- 
tion, but not for Lawrence, fifteen- 
year-o!d son of Mr. and Mrs. Ray- 
mond Guy of Musgrave Harbor, 
Notre Dame Bay. 


One evening last winter while 
Lawrence was coming from school, 
thoughts were running through his 
mind how he might continue to en- 
joy his favorite sport—bike riding. 
Suddenly a bright idea struck him: 
“Tl fit my bike with a ski, and 
see how it works.” 


Rising early the following morn- 
ing. Lawrence quickly ate his break- 
fast and hurried to his father's 
workshop, where his bike was. 
Quickly he removed the front wheel 
and set to work to replace it with 
a ski. 

Obtaining two 
staves, 


pork barrel 
about four inches wide, he 
fitted and nailed them together, one 
on top of the other. This he fas- 
tened to the end of a piece of hard 
wood, three feet long and two 
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Lawrence Guy, of Musgrave Harbor, 
N.D.B., makes winter cycling possible 


by changing to a home-made 


inches square, which he shaped to 
fit neatly in the front fork. To 
hold the ski firmly in place he re- 
placed the axle by a screwbolt, and 
fastened galvanized wire 
around the top of the fork, about 
ten inches from the bolt. 


With the job completed early 
that afternoon, he took his bike to 
a nearby pond and tried her out. 
Much to his surprise it worked. He 
had succeeeded in making his snow- 
bike. 


‘This snow-bike can be easily 
used in snow to a depth of three or 
four inches without any difficulty,” 
says Lawrence, ‘‘and the best time 
I enjoy riding her is after a light 
snowfall of two or three inches, 


With hopes of plenty of snow, 
and good winter weather, Lawrence 
once again looks forward to another 
winter of bike riding—with a 
homemade ski instead of a wheel up 
front. 
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(By Bruce Hutchison in The 
Ottawa Citizen) 


A writer in Maclean's magazine 
asks, in a learned article, why 
Canadians don't eat fish. I will 
tell him why Canadians don't eat 
fish. They don't eat it because their 
wives don't know how to cook it.. 

This you may say, is a small 
matter to be discussed in this space, 
which is usually devoted to large 
and noble affairs. No, you are 
wrong. The failure of the Canad- 
ian housewife to cook fish is not 
merely an economic problem for 
the fishing industry but both a 
physical and spiritual failure in 
Canadian civilization. In a_ sense 
much deeper than the stomach it 
explains what is wrong with this 
country. 

Considering the problem first 
from the purely physical standpoint 
one is appalled to move from Can- 
ada, where we have some of the 
best fish in the world, to the Unit- 
ed States, where the fish is no bet- 
ter, and then to find how well the 
Americans cook it. 

In Victoria or Halifax, for ex- 
ample, the restaurants hand you a 
chunk of cod crudely fried, and in 
Seattle or New York, with precise- 
ly the same raw material, they of- 
fer you a Roman banquet. 


The Cod Fish 


Refuse to Learn 


Were it not that we have a more 
important issue to discuss, on a 
higher plane, one could fill this col- 
umn with a description of a simple 
and unsuspecting codfish, turned by 
American ingenuity into a feast too 
good for the gods. 

The only trouble is that it usu- 
ally costs about $3. But Canadian 
ingenuity could conquer even these 
economic factors. A wise govern- 
mental policy, such as we adminis- 
ter so well in Canada in the case of 
meat, undoubtedly could raise the 
price of a fish dinner to $6, to the 
general benefit of the national ec- 
onomy, provided we could only 
learn to cook. 

We cannot learn to cook in 
Canada—that is the real difficulty. 
Our restaurants and our housewives 
simply refuse to learn. They are 
presently obsessed with diet, vita 
mins and organic chemistry, with 
salads, fancy dishes, and_ other 
worthless fripperies imitated from 
American women's magazines—in 
short, with the mere pictures and 
echoes of food, with everything but 
food itself. The Canadian house- 
wife is trying to diet her husband, 
not to feed him. 

As a result, we witness such 
grim achievements as Canadian 
bread which, as everyone knows, is 
unfit even for the family dog and 
is never offered to him (for he is 
fed even while the breadwinner is 
scientifically starved.) 

The word ‘breadwinner’ itself 
has become a_ painful mockery. 
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Who would wish to win such stuff 
as is now sold in Canada? Any 
sensible man will prefer to be a 
oread-loser. 

In the same fashion it is impos- 
sible now to buy an ounce of ham 
in this country since the processors 
have learned, at great cost (which 
the consumer pays) to convert a 
perfectly good pig into a soft. desi- 
cated and revolting mish-mash tast- 
ing exactly like damp cotton wool 
and thus sold, of course. as the final 
triumph of science. 

All this cannot have happened 
by accident. No nation could ac- 
complish such a debasement of its 
foodstuffs without a deliberate pur- 
pose and a devilish cunning. By 
ingenious planning and a silent con- 
spiracy we are determined to dis- 
courage the use of our food. Since 
we have too much of it and the 
economy is endangered by surpluses 
of pork, beef, cheese, fish and other 
things, we contrive to reduce con- 
sumption by making food disagree- 
able and its price high, through 
government. This is what we call 
economics now-a-days. 

I am not here interested in econ- 
omics, a dismal subject not worth 
an honest man’s second thought. If 
the experts tell us that we should 
keep prices high, discourage con- 
sumption, increase farm surpluses 
at the taxpayer's expense and im- 
poverish ourselves, I am quite will- 
ing to agree, for | know nothing of 
economics. That is the experts 
business and they are welcome to it. 
Let them pursue their melancholy 
trade, let them live their barren 
lives on a diet of figures and paper 
if they want to. All I ask is that 
they leave alone our dict, which 
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obviously is beyond their under- 


standing. 


Food an Evil 
it is not the experts who 
have ruined the food of Canada. 
They are powerful, but not that 
powerful. They could not succeed 
in the great conspiracy unless they 
had allies still more powerful, and 
they have found them in the house- 
wives. 

It is they who dictate the meals 
of the nation. The hand which 


Alas, 


ANADA’S FINES 
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wields the frying pan undoubtedly 
rules the world. Yes, but even the 
housewife, in conspiracy with the 
food processers and the government 
could not have succeeded in the 
campaign to make eating unpleas- 
ant if there were not something in- 
herent in the Canadian nature 
which subconsciously regards food 
itself as an evil. 

We have tried from time to time 
to make liquor an evil by law. We 
have discouraged drinking (though 
never to the point of reducing gov- 
ernment revenues), but, since all 
those attempts have failed, we have 
turned on food. We are deter- 
mined to be unhappy one way or 
another. 

If we cannot keep sober at least 
we can keep thin. If we cannot 
legislate alcoholic temperance we 
can assure national indigestion. If 
we cannot sell our farm surpluses 
then by the new laws of economics 
we can refuse to eat them. In 
our national sense of sin we must 
flagellate ourselves somehow. To 
prove our superiority we must re- 
fuse to eat down to the level of 
other peoples. If we cannot build 
a Canadian culture we can at all 
events build a Canadian stomach. 
If we cannot contrive a national 
flag we can raise the standard of the 
fried codfish, the sawdust loaf of 
bread, the 
price supported by the state. 


TRASK 
FOUNDRY 


362 a 462 WATER ST. WEST 
ST. JOHN’S 
DIAL.38186-7333 


damp-cotton ham, its 


| Letters to The Editor 


Fditor, Atlantic Guardian: 
Several years ago I obtained a copy 
of Atlantic 


some of it I guess my Dad's sister, who 


Guardian. After reading 
is living with me, took this book to 
her room to read and I had not seen 
it since nor did | ever think of it— 
until this evening my aunt brought it 
room and asked me if I re- 
membered it and if I wanted it. Well 
I went 


from hei 


through and read the whole 


of its contents and decided to write 
for additional copies. 

Having been born in Newfoundland 
I am New- 
foundland history and affairs in gen- 
listened to New- 
The first 


programs I received were from 8WMC. 


very much interested in 


eral. I have often 


foundland radio. stations. 
I believe it was owned and operated 
by the Methodist Stat- 
tion VOWR). I have also listened to 
VONF (now CBN), and take a delight 


in the programs in general. I 


Church (now 


have 
been back to St. John’s by air only 
once 191], that back 
when I was on business. I 


since and 
in 1947, 


also went over to my home at Span- 


Was 


iard’s Bay and visited my sister down 
at’ Burnt Point. 

ISRAEL GOSSE. 
Halifax, N.S. 
Editor, Atlantic Guardian: 

When the Guardian comes 1 spend 
the evening reading it from cover to 
Often I read it the 
time and enjoy it 


cover, second 


more than I can 


tell vou. 

1 paid a visit to my old home in 
1950, after 37 years away. I was born 
in Broad Cove on the north shore of 
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The GUARDIAN Publishers 
and Printers are at 
Your Service .... 


From the Idea to ... 
The Finished Product 


We specialize in “Package Deals” on Publications of all 
kinds looking after Advertising, Writing, Photography, 
Artwork and Layout, with facilities for top quality 
Printing—all under one roof. 


We have in our employ experienced Newfoundland 
Craftsmen to help give you the very best in Quality 
and Service—some of whom have learned their trade 


abroad. 


And we're justly proud of the work we are turning out 
in this All-Newfoundland GUARDIAN Plant. 


For your specialized printing and publishing needs 
WRITE, PHONE, or WIRE 


Guardian Limited 


“Creative Printers’’ and Publishers of ‘Atlantic Guardian”’ 
96 WATER STREET ST. JOHN’S, Nfld. 


DIAL 4838 oR 7684 


DECEMBER, 1953 


G 
j 
q 
4 
| 
| 
7 
ib 
% 
a 
d 
4 
2 


ANNOUNCING FOR) PUBLICATION JANUARY, 1954 
NEWFOUNDLAND 


YEAR BOOK 


AND 
N S §& 
1954 


B U S 
D 


OVER 200 PAGES 


HERE IS A PARTIAL LIST OF CONTENTS 
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TRANSPORTATION Stcamship, Rail and Air Services. 

POSTAL .. . . . Householder Lists for every place. 
MANUFACTURING Plants and Their Products. 

REGULATIONS . . Game Laws, Customs, Liquor, etc. 

RELIGION . . . . Churches and Clergy of all Denominations. 


Associations, Clubs, Town Councils, etc. 


PLUS A CLASSIFIED DIRECTORY OF ALL BUSINESS FIRMS 
IN THE ISLAND. 


$5.00 PER COPY 
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Published by 
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% WATER STREET 
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Conception Bay. How good it was to 


see the old home again, meet old 
friends, go trouting, fishing, and berry- 


picking. / am going back again. 


I and my wife spent eight days in 
St. John’s—visited Torbay Airport and 
went up on good old Signal Hill and 
the Cabot 


Tower. What a wonderful 


sight to look down in the harbor 


across the Narrows. 


My wife is from New Harbor, Trin- 
ity Bay—Ron Pollett’s home. We spent 
three weeks there visiting the Crani- 
fords, Polletts, and Woodmans. We 
visited all the places down to New 
Heart's 
time was all too short. 


Perlican and Content, and 


I see that my old friend Ed Patten 
is taking things easy. He and I have 
been friends for years. Another old 
friend is Richard Bugden whose ar- 
Trinity (Oc- 


I enjoyed very much. 


ticle and poetry about 
tober A.G.) 


I have the Guardian in front of me 
now. You have some lovely pictures 
in it of Bonavista, Clarenville, Trinity, 
and other places. Then in September 
you had some good ones of the South 
Coast, Garnish, Burin and others. 
How about some pictures of my home 
bay sometime? 

—JAMES KING. 
Windsor, Ont. 


Fditor, Atlantic Guardian: 
As a subscriber to your magazine I 


would like to express a few opinions 


regarding the Tourist Trade of New- 
foundland. 


You have just what the tourist wants 


—good sports fishing and hunting. 
But as far as roads and accommoda- 


tion are concerned you are not ready 
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yet. Even when the new Gulf ferry 
is completed late next year, do not 

Exporters: try to get people to go over there un 
til you are really ready for them. They 


FISH could get a bad impression and give 


the industry a setback. 


and I went back by car in 1951, after 


ten years away, and would have liked 


FISHERY very much to be able to motor across 


the Island from Port aux Basques (to 
my home in Conception Bay). But I 
PRODU CTS was disappointed, especially after driv- 
ing on some of the excellent roads in 
the United States. So my opinion is, 
don’t invite until you are able to 
accommodate. Now I wish you every 
SUCCESS. 
GORDON BOWERING. 
New Westminster, B.C. 


CROSBIE & CO. LTD. 


WATER ST ST. JOHN’S Fditor, Atlantic Guardion: 
Ever since the first copy of Atlantic 
_-—s—- Guardian, I have subscribed to it and 


though getting on in years (it is 65 

years now since I left Newfoundland 

: — as a boy) I very much enjoy reading 
ites the articles and looking at the pic- 
tures. I have a vivid recollection of 


je \\ my boyhood rambles to Long Pond, 
Quidi Vidi, Signal and South Side 

” \¢ Hills. My loyalty to the home of my 

forbears will never diminish. 

4 \ —CHARLES ADAMS. 


North Hatley, P.Q. 


La Letters to the Editor make pop- 


ular reading. Keep your letters 
short so that we can publish as 
many as possible in each issue. 


The Canadian Bank 


of Commerce s For further comment on this sub- 
ject, see page 3.—Editor. 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS 
HAPPY NEW YEAR 


FROM 
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Univers&y Microfilms, 


Au Arbor, Michigan, 


To serve industry and commerce 
Marine Industries Limited and 
subsidiaries are well equipped to 
handle contracts, large or small, for: 
Shipbuilding and Ship Repairing; 
Dredging and Land Reclamation; 
Transportation of oil, pulpwood or 


other bulk cargoes. 


MARINE INDUSTRIES LIMITED 


Head Office 


Shipyards and Plant 
Montreal, Sorel. 
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